

AMP PR AKE LEAVES SUf/VrCY, 
SILENTLY. . LEAPING HIS FELLOWS 
TO THE CARRIAGE, HIS A/MNP 
Wfffi*r//VG ore# THE SARMAIP'S 
WORPS. 






BUT STILL... CLIFTON WAS HIS Aa%SHP- Mi 
M?OV£/V THAT FRIENPSHIP By STAVING 8ES/PE , 
PRAKE WHEN THINGS HAP GONE WRONG... / 



STAY WITH you; 



I WILL, FRANKIE. 



CRAKE l 

REMEMBERER 
IT ALL CiEARLY. 
REMEMBERER 
THE ENTIRE 
TERRIBLE ( 

SUMMER... ' 



M^MM-NOW 
what 
I MEAN. 



^ THANK VOUT^ 
HONEY MAYBE 
THIS WAY... I'LL 



SOMEHOW! 



EVEN BETWEEN FRIENPS, 
PANNY ? EVEN AFTER ALL 
V I WP POR XPA'P, 



ANP MAYBE HE HV£/£R HAVE— IF HE'P HAP 
A LITTLE #<££8 FROM HIS "FRIENDS"... 



| A LOAN ? SOR 
FRANK... BUT 
YOU HAVE TO 
Macs IT... . 



'FRIENPSHIP POESN'T 
PAY BACK /MTSMSSr, 

K FRANKIE. ^ 



paulT^t whatre] 

WHAT'RE FRIENRS FRIENPS I 
. A. FOR, ji 




von't "what" M£... sn/py 

THIS 8LASTEP book, frank. 



WHAT- 



ANP HE 0/C?-.. ANP AS HE FOUREP OVER 
THOSE TIME-YELLOWEP PAGES , PRAKE FOUNP j 
A STRANGE Sr/XW/VG IN HIS BREAST... | 



BOTH OF US. 



THE 

STIRRING... 
OF SOME 
' ANCESTRAL 

,4 ifMOfiy ... ' 



'..bitten by a vampire before his thirtieth 
year, my father went mad.- driven insane 
by the fierce broth, that Hour ran. in 
l his veins, he took to stalking the 
I countryside... terrorising the helpless 
m peasant- girls... finding some depraved, 
’jk joy in the taking of their young lives- 
V making them one with his 
7. terrible curse..." 



^ IT'S...OPP. I CAN 
ALMOST S££ HIM. 
A TALL, GAUNT 
, MAN-- t_ 



( PRACULA. 
> COUNT 
XXACt/lA 



AFTER THREE POZEN PAGES THE ENTRIES 
C//A/VGGR. .WRITTEN NOW IN THE SCRIPT OF^B 

a yoMGe# man.-pracul as gbanpson... 

"a&oayau Mte Mtsu&t ^m. Jtitrt. da*u&ny- 
at JtAe msovu/oco' of die, ~Ae£f- cfantml 



ANP STILL 4ATOWGX HANP... 

jhat of a man namep pan 




TIME PASSEP FOR FRANK PRAKE. ..TIME PASSEP 
S£0W£y, UNTIL... r — . — — ... T 

' I KEEP £££/#£ «pBp 

HIM , LYING THERE /M ~W- 
SLEEPING...ANP / 



ANP PON’T sf IF YOU Mt/Sr 6 
SAY NO __ THIS--THIS CRAZY 0. 
A6AM- THEN I'M COMING 

— k//Sx. w/r/s vni i . 



CAN’T GET 
IT OUT OF 
mM/A/P.y 



mw you. 



THAT SKA*. ’£- 



^YEAH.-.I NOTICEP 
YOU WERE SOME- 
WHAT -S#00/?l/P. 



'HAVE YOU wai/6ftr 
ABOUT THAT I PEA? 
ABOUT TURNING 
THE CASTLE INTO 



r SURE, 
PARLING. 



MAKING YOURSELF 



/NOTHING 
sor. ALL RIGHT,* 
v CLIFTON. M 



ANP NOT OfitCe PIP PRAKE 

WHY WAS CLIFTON SO P£KAA0i — AFTER 

ALL PRAKE HAP 0Ofl/£ TO HIM? 



I NOW IT’S TOO £AY£ TO WONPER. THE 
SKY PEELS OP£A /\ Ml PST A GOLPEN / 
GLARE OF £/6MWWG, ANP IN THE 
SUPPEN BRILLIANCE THE Y S££—/0& 



THIS IT 

FRANKIE- BOY. 
WOM£C0MMG. 



' s Wt/r 
CLIFTON! 



^ IM GETTING 
TO THE POINT WHEN 



THE SOUNP OF 
YOUR WEASLING 
s ^VO/C£. V 



” POESN'T ^ 
IT SORTA CHOW 
VOLT C/P? 



grl'M GORKY, y 
r CLIFTON. PLEASE, 
OUST LET ME TW'/YA'. 
LET ME GET £/$£(? 
TO IT. ^ 



//0M£C0MWG? 
IN,. i IN A STRANGE 
WAY-THAT’S W45T. 



THAT'S 

VERY 

TPU£! 



? SURE, ^ 
FRANK, SURE. 

NO HARM 
\/H£AA/r~ 



— ANP 
.NONE 



BUT FRANK PRAKE POESN’T ANSWER, ONCE MORE-HIS 
THOUGHTS ARE LOST, AS HE SEARCHES THE PEPTHS OF 
HIS NOW -TROU BLEP SOt/l . . . WON PERING IF PERHAPS THERE’S 
/fftWC TO THE PRACULA LEGENP THAN MERE PAPTASy- 
WONPERING , IN FACT , IF THERE'S NOT SOMETHING P£PS0PAL 
IN THAT CASTLE FOR FRANK PRAK E...JO P£AP. 



VERY OUIETLY, HE LEAPS THEM 
THROUGH THE P0P£Sr OF WINP- 
BEATEN STONES, HIS FEET 
CLACKING SOFTLY ON THE RAIN - 
WASHEP FLAGSTONEP PAW. 




SOON, TORCHLIGHT FILL© THE TOWN SQUARE, AND. 
HARSH VOICE BELLOW© ANGRILY... 



.OOK— NEED yOLJ 
iLL LOORPCAH'T 
YOU SEE THE 
WOUNPS-? . 



you MEAN 
HERR 
PRARE? . 



THE MARKS OF A 

. i MMPtfief 



TOE COURSE. 
HE MUST 
HAVE WOKEN - 
PRACULAf 



QUICKLY THE PEOPLE GATHER, I 
I PRIMAL FEARS DRIVING THEM 
TO CLOT TOGETHER. PIM 
HATREDS GIVING RISE TO 



UNAWARE OF THE SEETHING CAULDRON 
THE TOWN HAS BECOME, PRACULA J 
RETURNS TO HIS CRAG-TOP AERIE, 1 
HI© 0AT-SHAPE MELTING, A NEW J 
APPETITE RETURNIN& TO HIS 1 



NOW, A TINGLING GROWS 
WITHIN HIS VEINS, AN O HIS 

eyes, like twin sores, 
BEGIN TO BURN. FINGERS 
TWITCHING, HE MOVES 

FORWARD 







FAR BELOW, CAPPED 
HEADS LOOK SKY WARP, 
NECKS CRANE ANP EYES 
MARROW — THE SCREAM 
PAPES OFF, ANP T HE MEW 
fJA&TEH THEIR PACE- 





BOOTED FEET POUND 
moss-suckeneo sro/ue, 

SHOULDERS SLAM 'GAINST 





THEN, AT NIS FEET, SOMETHING 
XUSTLBS, CLOTH AGAINST CLOTH... 
PRAKE LOOKS, ANP A CHILL CUTS 
THROUGH TO HIS BONES... 




